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ON PYRAMIDS, INTERPRETED. 




1820. 

VIVat! 

tlbl saCerDotl CVI Leo aLtarls trlbVIt Mysterla. 

©in EJioat Dir, bem ate v JJrieiUr Eeo (XII.) ilbergab bed HltareS ©eljeimntffe! 

Long life to thee to whom, as Priest, Leo (XII.) entrusted the Altar’s Mysteries. 


18 * 4 . 

a gregorlo tlbl Joannls apostoLI 
MVnVs DeCVs 
epIsCopT onVs, nobis LVX. 

58 on ©regor (XVI. Cam) ©tr bed ECpofteld Soljanned Mnit unb SBilrbe, bed SBifc^ofS 5Bihbe; 
und fiidjt. 

From Gregory (XVI.) came to thee St. John ihe Apostle's office and dignity, the 
Bishop's burden ; joy to us. 


1 875 . 

pH nonl faVore IVstltlaqVe 
eCCe tlbl paLLII spLenDoreM! 

©urd) 5$iu8 IX. ©unft unb ©eredjtigteit: 

@ieV bal f&r ©idj bed galliums ©lanj! 

By favor and justice of Pius (IX.) behold for thee the Pallium’s glory 1 


18 7 0 . 

sVb aLtero Leone aVrea IVbILael Laetans Corona 
reMane nobis DVo LVstra! 

Unter bem neuen Eeo (XIII.) ber gotbenen Subil&umdrtfrone ©idj freuenb, bleibe bei und 
nodj jroel Euftra (bid jum biamantenen 3ubll&um). 

Under the new Leo (XIII.) enjoy the golden jubilee's crown, and remain with 
ns at least two more lustrums (to the diamond jubilee!) 


''V 
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Coronation March, 
Opening Chorus. 


Meyerbeer 
Prof. Singenberger 


Salve Pater ! gaudio plena, en ! 
Filiarum Patri jubilanti 
Adjubilant corda. 

Tibi, nostrae domus ab initio 
Patri fideli ! 

Excipe vota! Pater coelestis 
Conservet Te nobis deprecantibus 
Sospitem, pium semper 
Patrem ! Amen. 


Reminiscences Italiennes, 


Oberthur 





Chorus, 


Lo ! he cometh, crowned with glory, 
Champion of the God of Might. 
Strew the victor fairest blossoms, 
Twine him garlands golden-bright. 
Fifty years he waged the warfare, 
Gained Jehovah’s standard fame. 
Sound his praises, sing his triumph ; 
Honor, glory to his name! 


Handel 
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FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY. 


FIRST GARLAND -MYRTLE. 

SOUVENIR OF THE HAPPY DAY OF ORDINATION. 

Louder, louder swell the paean, ring it out o’er land and sea, 

By the clarion’s sound proclaim it what this festive gathering be ; 
What is thrilling heart and spirit, mantling brow with joyous pride ; 
What has filled with exultation all Milwaukee’s region wide. 

No, ’tis not Milwaukee only, not this far Northwestern land, 

For the sound of jubilation echoes, too, from distant strand; 

Echoes loud ’mong Switzer Mountains, ’mong the Seven Hills of 
Rome, 

’Mong the vine-clad hills and valleys where th’ Ohio’s waters foam ; 
Echoes in the crowded city, in secluded village dell, 

In the wild wood where the Indian knows his God — his creed 
can tell. 

Say it not, the world ’s forgetful, is not thinking of our theme ; 
Fancy not this joyous chorus is production of our dream ; 

For were voices not resounding of a hundred thousand strong, 

Ah ! the very stones would swell it and the glorious strain prolong. 
Yes, one snowy slab of marble, on an altar far away, 

Would uplift its voice and tell us of a joyous, joyous day 
When the chosen one of Heaven, unto whom our tribute ’s due, 
Sacrificed and sacrificing, near unto that alter drew. — 

Let our spirits wander thither, mingle with that breathless throng, 
And contemplate there the hero of our thrilling festal song. 

Though he wears no wreath of laurel, wears no victor’s garland fair, 
Crowned with honor and with glory stands he noble, modest there. 
Though no herald’s trump proclaim them, valiant deeds that he 
hath done, 

No triumphal arch give token of the victory he hath won, — 

Hear ye not the angels chanting 4i Glory unto God most High”? 
See them hovering, bending o’er him, as exultant he draws nigh ! 
Oh ! those angel bands announce it unto all the courts above, 
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What this youthful, glorious champion hath achieved with arms 
of love : 

How he severed bonds the strongest, sacrificed the near and dear; 
Spent his youth in earnest labor to prepare for functions here, — 
Functions such as know not hero fighting for his fatherland ; 
Exploits that no far-famed warrior e’er achieved with iron hand. 

Oh ! the fire in his bosom drove him' o’er the stormy sea, 

Here to fight Jehovah’s battles, here to gain Him victory. 

What his armor ? where his weapons gleaming in his daring hand ? 
Lo! the priestly stole that vests him — sacred vessels at command. 
Hark ! those words of God-like power, at whose sound the demons 
flee, 

And the hosts of Heaven hasten in his ranks enrolled to be ! 

Forth he goes to preach the Gospel, ’tis the sword he now must 
wield ; 

Faith in Him that called him, sends him, is his safe and solid shield. 
Has he fought unto this hour ? Has he trophies bright to show? 
Greater, greater far, hereafter, he forthwith to win doth go. 

Yes, his horn shall be exalted, glory crown his righteous name, 
Blessings flowing on his pathway, after records shall proclaim. 

What denotes that fair green garland, blossoms of the purest white ? 
And why throbs his heart so joyous? — All unearthly is his light! 
Like the bridegroom from his chamber, goes he forth his course to 
run, 

Steels with hope his youthful bosom, bears the Cross as standard on ; 
Goeth to extend the kingdom of his glorious Spouse Divine — 
Bring the Church his shining trophies, lay them down at her pure 
shrine. 

’Tis his nuptial wreath all blooming; never, never shall it fade. 

But shall grow still fairer, brighter, when with silver spray inlaid. 
May we hope it ? Shall we wait it ? — count the years to twenty-five ? 
Will the hardship of that campaign his young spirit all survive? 
Fear we not, for God hath found him as the prophet-king of old ; 
His strong arm His own anointed shah with wisdom’s might 
uphold. 

Wait we but to see our hero show his valor to his King; 
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Wait to hear his well-earned praises loud throughout the country 
ring. 

Meanwhile to his angel’s keeping is his myrtle wreath consigned, 
Year by year new blossoms opening, lovelier still, to be entwined. 

Serenade, - . - - Schubert 

SECOND GARLAND- SILVER. 

SOUVENIR OF THE TWENTY-FIFTH ANNIVERSARY. 

Back again our spirits wander, back through fifty years agone, 

To behold our youthful champion enter his career upon. — 

Like the meek, beloved disciple, see him ’mong his flock appear, 
With the bonds of Christ’s affection drawing all unto him near. 

Yes, he wields no other weapon than those arms of faith and love ; 
And how rich the glorious conquest made for Him who reigns 
above ! 

Erring hearts cannot resist him — soon return to Jesus’ arms; 
While, for luke-warm souls, Religion offers henceforth sweeter 
charms. 

Young and old drink in the wisdom that his eager lips impart, 

And the poor, the sick, the suffering find in him a father’s heart. 
How for orphans he provideth, Cincinnati’s people know, 

Who, with grateful hearts, take pleasure there the stately walls to 
show 

Of th’ asylum tye erected, first one in the West, indeed. 

Where forsaken Catholic children find a solace in their need. 

For the cause of education all unbounded is his zeal, 

While his able pen he guideth for the country’s proper weal. 

Thus he labors, combats, struggles for Religion’s cause alone, 
Burning to promote God’s glory, all forgetful of his own. — 

Scarce have fifteen years thus vanished, shedding blossoms 
silver-bright, 
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When we see our young apostle in the Church a shining light; 

For His humble seivant’s merits, God beholdeth not in vain, 

Sees, to talents him entrusted, other five he still doth gain ; 

And from Rome His voice resoundeth, “Faithful thou hast been 
and true 

Over few things that I placed thee ; greater now shall be thy due. 
I’ve received thy shining trophies, worthy offering for thy Spouse; 
Enter into closer union, pay her now more solemn vows.” — 

Lo! it dawns, that blessed morning of St. Joseph’s festive day, 
And the priest before the altar stands that summons to obey, 
Stands to swear his Lord allegiance while among his princes 
placed ; 

And his noble brow bends lowly, there to be with mitre graced. 
Stands he shrinking from the contract he to-day shall enter in ? 
Shrinking from the fiercer combat which he knows must now begin? 
Dreads he not the cross, still heavier, Heaven sends him thus to 
bear — 

All the hardships, cares and trials falling henceforth to his share? 
No; his helper, his protector, is the Lord; he knows not fear ; 
And, to all the Church demandeth, rings his “ Volo ” loud and 
clear. 

Rings it but in that cathedral ? in the sanctum of the Lord ? 

Have not angel-spirits caught it? Has not Satan’s army heard? 
Hark ! above the glad Te Deum ! — now that deep infernal groan ! 
For that “Volo ” echoes, echoes far in Northwest regions lone. 
Hear it, Red Men of the forest ; hear those tidings of great joy ! 
Tremble, O dark pagan genius, for no more thy wiles decoy. 

Yea, he comes, the Lord’s anointed, huge Goliath to o’erthrow, 
Comes to plant Jehovah’s standard, to redeem from bondage low. 
Is there not a tide prophetic rolling o’er the boundless main, 
Wafting to Germania’s borders — to the Alps, that joyful strain ? 
Swells it not with exultation ’mong the guardian spirits there ? 
Know they, for their happy charges, prospects open now so fair ? 
Ask the records of Wisconsin, what do her statistics show? 

Why such tide of immigration see we to her back- woods flow? 

Soon as comes her humble bishop, henceforth guiding star to be, 
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There ’s attraction for the faithful e’en beyond the deep, blue sea. 
He comes not as princely regent, in his purple vesture clad ; 

Not a stately mansion opens unto him its portals glad ; 

Not a bell peals out triumphant from a grand cathedral dome. 

No ; a lowly wooden building is his church — a cot his home . 

No procession comes to meet him, of a surpliced clergy-band — 
One he sees, when morn approaches, offering at the altar stand. 
’Tis his early friend, companion ; yes, with him he crossed the sea; 
Him kind Heaven has appointed his co-laborer to be ! 

Wide his field, a dreary region, dotted not with hamlets o'er, 
Where the cross-surmounted steeple shows that faithful hearts 
adore ; 

Yet are thousand Catholic settlers scattered in the woodlands drear ; 
And no priest of God is with them, by the Gospel’s light to cheer; 
None, to break the Bread of Heaven, souls that languish to sustain ; 
None, to make for straying sinners with their Maker peace again; 
None, alas ! to give the Indian knowledge of his only good, 

And to rank him with the faithful in a holy brotherhood. 

Oh ! does not his courage falter while he scans this field of need ? 
While he hears the very angels for his kind assistance plead? 

No ; his hope in God reposeth, who in him His work began ; 

In His might He will perfect it, carry out His glorious plan! — 

Let us, then, in spirit follow, the astounding scene to view, 

Of a worthy prelate travelling in a manner strange and new ; 

All alone, all unattended ; wanderimg through his realm so wide, 
Braving dangers, countless hardships, for his sheep-fold to provide. 
Oh ! the Red Men of the forest can the thrilling story tell 
Of the first chief black-gown’s visit to the wilds wherein they 
dwell ; 

They can tell how oft they guided, carried him o’er dismal moor ; 
How he hungered, patient suffered all the wants of Christ’s own 
poor. 

But oh ! surely from those woodlands, from those marshes wild and 
drear, 

There ascends a joyful anthem, our good Bishop’s heart to cheer ! 
Hears he not the “ Benedictus” swelling on the breeze of mom, 
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Praising God that to His people he hath raised salvation’s horn ? 
Grateful, hopeful throbs his bosom, yet escapes an anxious sigh ; 

For how few are are still the laborers ready to this field to hie ! 
Greater yet must be his efforts all these yearning souls to save. 

And he speeds o’er rolling ocean, there assistance meet to crave; 
There, in hearts of zealous clergy, to enkindle more the fire 
That consumes his own, and drives him e’er to aim still higher, 
higher. 

How complacent God regardeth there his holy enterprise ! 

Giving him the blest assurance all his hopes to realize. 

He returns ; but wherefore, think we? Is it not to seek repose? 
Not, indeed, our zealous Bishop, for a project new he knows. 

To the Sunny South he hastens, down to Cuba, Mexico ; 

There we see him humbly begging — see the Prelate stooping low ! 
Ah ! success must crown such efforts ; for he begs the funds to raise 
To erect a fitting temple for the sacrifice of praise. 

Yes, the happy day approaches when those hallowed walls shall 
ring 

With the praises of Jehovah, while His priest is offering. 

Hark ! from humble convent chapel, too, resounds that hymn of 
praise, 

While a band of happy virgins hands and hearts to heaven raise ; 
For our Blessed Lady’s daughters have the Prelate’s call obeyed, 
To instruct the little children — lend their guardian 
angels aid. 

And the orphans are provided, lisping glad their Father’s name ; 
While the sick, in their asylum, his paternal love may claim. — 
Thus the years are speeding onward, bringing blessings more and 
more, 

In the Bishop’s cornucopia day by day anew to pour ; 

While the light of Faith, like magic, through the dismal forest 
streams, 

And, anon, the Cross triumphant, reared on village turret, gleams. 
Oh ! how cheering is that shimmer ! like the softest silver light 
Shed upon earth’s weary exiles by the gentle queen of night. 
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Streams it not in grateful bosoms ? Beams it not in heav’n-tumed 
eye ? 

Surely, there are tens of thousands wafting thanks beyond the sky ! 
Now ’tis gone — the last bright annum ; for our date is *54 ; 

Since our panorama opened, twenty -five we ’ve counted o’er ! 

Yes, completed is the garland of those silver-blossoms fair, 

And behold ! a glorious chaplet for that noble brow to wear ! 

Lo ! “ With honor thou hast crowned him,” now the Church 
exultant sings, 

And “His horn thou hast exalted in the sight of earthly kings.” 
Fantasie — Semiramide, - Rossini 

— 

THIRD GARLAND-GOLDEN JUBILEE. 

Once again a panorama fair and charming let us view, 

While the passing years we number up to twenty-five anew. 

More intense the light is growing, like the golden morning’s smile, 
When the gentle moon, too feeble, fadeth from our view the while. 
Into frowning, grand old forests, see it streaming more and more ; 
For the woodman’s axe is ringing near his humble cabin door, 

And those giant trees majestic, by its stroke are lowly felled, 

While the white men homes are rearing where the Indian council held. 
Where once stood his smoking wigwam, where loud rang his battle 
cry, 

There the pioneer’s grand anthem swells triumphant to the sky. 

And how oft the bell is swinging in new churches just complete ; 

For their Bishop glad to welcome, see the parish children meet. 

Oh ! how throbs his heart exultant, Jesus’ chosen one to be, 

Thus to bless His habitation, and His smile of grace to see. 

Ever fresh on memory’s tablet shall that blessed year remain, 

When he twenty-five such conquests for his glorious Spouse doth 
gain. 
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All the more his joy is heightened when to church is nestling near, 
Too, a pleasant school-house ready for the little ones so dear. 

Now his heart no more is bleeding that no shepherds he can send, 

All these flocks of growing lambkins with a zealous care to tend ; 

For, behold ! it is erected — in its stately beauty reared, — 

The SALESIANUM building, in our annals so revered. 

Yes; the plan by God inspired when he knelt at foreign shrine, 
Glorious do those walls reveal it, bathed in Heaven’s bright sunshine ; 
And the saint upon whose relics then his lips he fervent pressed, 
Smiles upon this work prodigious, through his intercession blest. 

Ah ! we see that signal blessing in a lofty mind displayed, 

Of whose zealous, mighty efforts God himself the choice had made. 
Who can give the joy expression, thrilling deep the Bishop’s heart, 
When this champion stood before him, plans he nurtured to impart. 
Here he knew was God’s own finger to promote the enterprise, 

And his soul sent forth thanksgiving to the throne of the All- wise. 

In that strain joined bands of angels, joined apostles’ glorious choir; 
Knew they not God’s day of favor for the West drew nigher, nigher ? 
See those college portals open unto youths from far and near ; 

From them, see the priest doth issue, to begin his great career ! 

Yes; how many of God’s servants, laboring as apostles true, 

Grateful bless their Alma Mater, ne’er forgetting what is due 
To our zealous Bishop’s project of a holy work so grand, 

And the gifted men that offered him their eager, helping hand. 

Thus we see, like golden blossoms, joys spring up each year anew, 
And the field to him entrusted groweth brighter to our view. 

Seeds he sowed, in tears, are yielding golden harvest richer still ; 
Lo ! with it the joyous angels now his cornucopia fill. 

And his flock, how doth it prosper with these blessings manifold, 
While resources for its welfare wider, grander we behold ! 
Institutions new are thriving, Jesus’ name to glorify, 

And the worldly-wise beholdeth purer founts the Church supply. 

Ah ! the Bishop, with emotion, as his realm he now surveys, 

Calls to mind how scenes have altered since those early, gloomy days. 
With his staff he crossed its borders, like the patriarch of yore, 

And behold ! how God hath blessed him with this smiling, bounteous 
store ! 
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Hath He made him, then, the promise thus his fold to multiply 
Like the sands upon the seashore, like the stars in azure sky ? 

Yes; so great is now his people that the Church is filled with joy 
To relieve his care of ruling, and new bishops to employ. 

Thus the wilderness hath budded, and the desert is made glad, 

In its beauty like to Sharon and to Carmel it is clad ; 

For the glory of Mount Libanus is given it that day 

When three princes of God’s kingdom over it His sceptre sway. 

But the height of its full splendor we behold it then attain 
When our Bishop’s shining merits him the pallium do gain ; 

When the great Eternal City sends her envoys to our shore, 

And Milwaukee scenes doth witness as the West ne’er saw before. 
Then, indeed, with robe of glory doth the Church her spouse adorn ; 
Then doth God fulfil His promise to exalt His servant’s horn. 

Yea, has not our Saviour said it, He himself will glorify 
Whosoe’er to give Him glory doth his life on earth apply ? 

Lo ! it streameth down already, what awaits beyond the skies, 

When Milwaukee’s first good Bishop is Archbishop made, likewise ! 
Thus kind Heaven hath decreed it, ere approach the fiftieth year 
Since we saw our young apostle first set out on his career. 

Hail ! all hail ! that day of glory draweth for our Prelate nigh ! 

See ! Aurora’s portals open in the ruddy eastern sky, 

Open on the fiftieth morning since he welcomed glad the day 
When he was the first time vested in his priestly full array. 

Though the breath of mom is frosty, though all Nature’s lone and 
drear, 

There is beauty, joy and glory in Milwaukee’s happy sphere ; 

For what scene can yet be fairer, celebration more sublime 
Than this day of jubilation ushers in with solemn chime ? 

Hark ! cathedral bells are pealing — List ! that hymn of lofty cheer ! 
Oh ! how joyous does it echo in the convent chapel near ! 

Sacrificing at the altar, our exultant Pontiff see, 

While above the angels hover with his wreath of jubilee ! 
Drooping from his cornucopia, how it teems with blossoms bright, 
With those fifty years of merit, bathed in Heaven’s golden light. 
God alone the value knoweth of each leaflet in that spray, 
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And the glory it bespeaketh on the great accounting day. 

With a thrill of joy we view it, as the emblem* meet and fair, 

Of the crown our sainted Prelate shall, enthroned, in Heaven wear. 

Chorus. 

Great and marvelous are thy works, 

Lord, God Almighty ! 

Just and true are thy ways, 

Thou King of Saints. 

Who shall not praise thee? 

Who shall not glorify thy name? 

Trio in the distance, during which 
TABLE AU. 

Monumental Cross, ends ornamented with the sacerdotal, episcopal and 
archieplscopal insignia. 

Inscription Qui legitime certat , coronatur. 

Above, the unfinished crown, held by angels. 

— 

EPILOGUE. 

Fancy joyed the scene to picture, when the hero of our song 
Entered first upon the warfare he hafchglorious waged so long. — 
With a thrill of exultation let us now the sequel view, 

While we pay our grateful tribute — honor to whom honor ’s due. 
Here a monument ’s erected, such as ne'er the conqueror saw 
Of a hostile army fettered, groveling ’neath his iron law. 

No; this is the glorious trophy of a champion far more famed, 
Who, beneath Religion’s standard, has more brilliant vict’ries gained ! 
On it we behold engraven tokens of his conquests made, 

While the garlands that have crowned him, breath of Time shall 
never fade. 

Lawful hath Christ’s hero striven — gloried in the Cross 
alone, — 
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And the crown of Justice waits him; waits him the apostle’s throne. 
Angel spirits hold that dower for the one we so revere, 

Still to add more precious jewels, as we trust, for many a year. 

Thus permit us, honored Prelate, on thy glorious jubilee, 

To express the wish that’s foremost in each heart that throbs for thee. 
Long be yet thy stay among us, long and glorious thy career ! 

While the scene we here have pictured day by day thy spirit cheer. 
Oh ! we ’re filled with joy, great Prelate, in reviewing years now past, 
That so radiant is the halo even now around thee cast. 

And, while yet our fancy lingers, all enraptured with the sight, 

Hark ! a sweet refrain is wafted, filling us with new delight. 

How it echoes and re-echoes, like the tone of silvery bells, 

As from heart’s o’erflowing fountain, with a thrilling gush, it wells. 

’T is Milwaukee’s grateful anthem for the glory on her shed ; 

For the blessings, worthy Prelate, thou hast labored so to spread; 

For the Cross thou hast so willing for her children’s welfare borrle — 
All the hardships for them suffered, and the trials undergone ; 

For the precious seeds of wisdom thou hast sown into their hearts; 
For the patronage extended unto science and the arts. — 

Full of joy, Saint Mary’s pupils eager hearts and voices blend 
In this sweet harmonious chorus, warm and cordial thanks to tend 
For the true, paternal kindness shown to inmates of these walls; 

For the many special favors memory on this day recalls. 

In the annals of the Convent they are all recorded fair — 

Deeper still in hearts engraven, that forget them not in pray’r. 

Oh ! could we, Most Reverend Father, add one shining little ray 
To the light that shimmers glorious from thy golden wreath to-day ! 
Could we in thy cornucopia gratitude’s best tokens pour, 

Surely, with the richest treasures thou wouldst see it flowing o’er ! 

But we need the wish not utter ; speaks not heart unto the heart ? 
Yes; a Heart Divine hath heard it — heard benignly to impart 
What alone can recompense thee for the lasting debt we owe ; 

What thy joy complete can render even in this vale of woe. 

Vale of tears — how can we mention word so sad in this glad hour? 
Yet, this scene, itself so joyful, speaks it with a startling power. 
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Lo ! thy crown, Most Reverend Father, tho* it beams transcendent 
fair, 

Angels hold it — not yet finished — for thine honored brow to wear. 
Many a priceless, brilliant jewel must beset it, grace it still ; 

Crimson crosses glow upon it — thus the blessed word fulfill : 

“ When he hath been tried and proven, in the furnace tried like gold, 
Then the crown of life prepared him shall his sainted eye behold.” 
Oh ! rejoice then, worthy Prelate, looking forward to that day, 

Make thy crown the more resplendent; long, oh long! still with us 
stay. 

Carry it still longer, Father, that sweet Cross, thy portion blest, 

Of the one that opened for us portals of eternal rest. 

Oh ! when once those gates are lifted on thy coronation mom, 

May still many years of merit then that chaplet rich adorn. 

Like to peerless gems the fifty that have passed beset it now, 

But be brightest ones still added ere it grace thy sainted brow ! 

Trio. — 

Hark ! what mean those holy voices 
Sounding sweetly through the sky ? 

Are not angel-forms descending, 

Drawing softly to us nigh ? 

See ! they hold a crown of glory, 

While they hover full of joy, 

Singing, “ Glory to the Highest ! 

“ Glory be to God on high !” 

Lo ! that fair and radiant chaplet, 

Graced with many a precious gem, 

Is our worthy Prelate’s dower, 

Is his glorious diadem! 

F ifty years of saintly merit 

Now that brilliant crown beset, • 

While the fairest, richest, brightest, 

Angel-hands are adding yet. 
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Joyous arc those spirits waiting 
For the coronation day. 

When, in glory to enthrone him. 

They shall bear his soul away. 

Sing we, with the hosts celestial. 

Glory be to God on high. 

Who hath blest His own anointed, 

Thus His name to glorify. 

Chorus. 

Hallelujah ! hallelujah! 

Salvation and honor and glory and power 
Unto the Lord our God! 

All ye his servants praise our God ; 

All ye that fear Him, both small and great. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

Salvation and honor and glory and power ! 
For the Lord God omnipotent reigneth. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
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9tofa optica. 


Prolog. 

D 3fubclfcp:, bent gilt bic Ijcut'gc $cicr, 

®u locfft tn grauc S?or^ctt un§ juriidf ! 

3a, liiftcn toix bcr alten 3afyre ©deleter, 

3u fdjau'rt im ©cifte ©benS golbcn ©ludf ! 

®ovt auf bc§ ^arabicfeS monn'gcn Slurcn 
©inft ttxmbdt frofy ba§ crftc 2J?cnfd^cnpaar ; 
Slnbctcnb [taunt e§ ob bcr SlKntac^t ©puren, 

Unb bringt mit ®anf fein erfteg Dpfer bar. 

£orc!) ! c§ erfcfyallen rinyS bic reinen Siiftc 
93on fcl'gcr ©cifter fyefyrcm 3ubddjor ; 

Unb fiefy ! e3 ftcigcn ftifce Stofenbiiftc 
Sluf listen ,3epljprfcfytt)ingcn Ijod) empor. 

3u jenen golb'nen fyitzn fyiucfytcn SRofen 
®e§ £inund§ jii&cn, reinften 2Bof)lgerucfy ; 

®e§ ^SarabiefeS 2lu'n bic fiinbenlofcn, 

©ic fannten nidjt Nona's 3°™^ gludj. 

®oc!) aci), — eS lam bic un^cibodc ©tunbe, 

3n bcr bic crftc ©iinbe marb oeriibt ; 

Unb bonnernb fdjoU bcr gludj au§ ®ottc8 2Runbc, 
®cr ©benS golbcn ©ludf fur immer trttbt. 

$inau8 in bbc, unbebaute SRaumc 

®cr $crr ba§ funb'gc 9Rcnfci)cnpaar oernrieS ; 
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D 3nbelfeft, bent gilt bie beut'ge gfcicr, 

Du (ixfft fat graue Sorgeit un3 gurfid ! 

3a, luften loir ber altert 3a§rc ©dieter, 

3n fdjan'n im ©eiffc SbettS golben ©tfid ! 
Dort auf be§ ^arabiefeg toonn'gen ftforra 
®inft uxmbelt frob ba3 erfie WRcnjdpnpaar ; 
Shibetenb (fount e§ ob ber aflmadjt Spam, 
Uitb bringt nth Danf feiti erfteS Vpfcr l«- 
ipordj ! e3 erfcbatten ring$ bie rein m Snr 
Son fel'ger ©etffor fyfyctm 3nbd<bor; 

Unb fieb * & fteigen ffifje Stofenbifar 
Bnf lidjten 3epbtyrfcbiDingen b*b emm- 
3n jenen golb'nen 3eiten fymfan Inter 
De§ £itmncl3 Ju§en, reittffan Cililjp rat 
De3 $<mibiefe3 Sfo'n bie ffi n lr i tif g 
@te fomtten nuifa Jebooa’S ^9* 

Dodj ad), — e3 brat bie 

bie erfte Sftnbe *«£#*** \ 
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$Rur fieberljafte, trfigerifdje Sraunte 
3I)m malten tucfifc^ Dor bag ^arabieg. 

SRur tn beg ©d)Iafcg fatten ?td)tgemeben 
Ummel)t ben 2Renfd)en fliger 9lofen §aud) ; 

6r greifet freubtg fte $u Bremen eben, 

2Bad)t auf, — fid) rtfcenb an bent ®ornenjtraud). 
Umfonft beg ^arabtefeg fjreubenrofe 
©ud)t bag oerbannte, arme 9Renfd)enI)er3 ; 

Unb non ber ©rbe unfrudjtbarem @d)ooj$e 
93tt<ft eg oertranenb, fel)nenb fyimntelmartg. 

2Bte fld^ ber ^ufunft grane SBotfen Iid)ten, 

Sl(g ob beg ®ageg golb'ner Stnbrud) nafj ! — 
Unb aug ber fernen, fernen 3al)re ©d)td)ten 
3l) m glan^t entgegen Rosa Mystica. 

3ft ©beng ©lad auf emtg ntd)t entjogen ? — 

©o frdgt eg I)offenb, lebet mieber neu. 

39Bo^I ©atang Sift I)at fdjanblid) mid) betrogen, 
®afc beffer id) erfenne ©otteg ®reu. — 

2Rit frifd)ent 9RutI) bebaut ber 2Renfd) bie ©rbe, 
SRinnt oon ber ©time aud) ber faure ©d)meifc, 
93erfiif$et ifjnt fa jegttd)e ©ejd)merbe 
®er gotbnen Rosa Mystica Serfyeifc. 

©ern fegnet ©ott beg 2Renfd)en btifcenb 2Ri’ti)en 
■Rad) liebeoofler, oaterfid)er SBeif' ; 

£aj$t ityrn ant ®ornftraud) manege SRof' erbliiljen, 
2ln bie gefyeimnifjDotle ma!)nenb teig. 

®eg ©d)icffalg ©ngel beut nad) ©otteg SBiflen 
®en Slbatngftnbern biefe SRofen bar ; 

®eg §ergeng ©e^nen fte moI)I ntramer ftiflen ; 
®enn ntmmer ftiflt eg, mag bte gebar. 
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(& tigel bet £Borfet)mtg k am Stofenfjiigei. 

$aum Ijat ber crftc ©trafyl beg iuitgen Sag eg 
93egrii§t bic gri'tnen, tljaubeperlten 2Tueit, 

Saum bie -ftatur bcm ©dpafe fid) enttounben, 

©rroadjt anf'g 9ieu tm 2 Renjd)enf)er 3 bag ©efjneit 
•Kad) bcm oerfdjeraten ,s J$arabiejeg=©lucf, 

®ag jeber fid) nadj jeinent ©inne malt. 

3$ fjore leifeg ^tuftcrn, fyjre Sritte : 

SBofyl mieber cine ©ruppe $tbamgfinber. — 

2Bag fjabt in biejen Stdumcn ifyr oerloren ? 

©rbenjdfyne. 

3$er(oren ? adj nid^t mir ; nein, unfer 93ater 
S?edor uag ©beng fyolbe greubenrofen, 

®ie ba $al)r4aufenb' jdjon bic ;Kadjmelt fudjt. 

®er ©djopfer Ijat fie ®einer §anb oertraut : 

®u gutcr ©ngel, lap ®id) rii^ren, bitte, 

•Wad) SBunfd) brid) 3ebem eine SRofe ab ! 

1. ©rben jofyn. 

©ib ntir beg 9teid)tl)umg glan^ unb blatterreidje ! 

®ann bin id) gliidlid), mirb mir nidpg gebredfjen; 
©eniejje bann nadj roller ^er^engluft 
®ie greuben, fo bic SSclt in gulle^beut. 

© n g c l. 

©g fei ! 9?imm (jin bag ‘ipfanb beg ©llicfg ! ®odj mipe, 
®ie ©orgen, bic ber SReidjtljum mit pdj ftiljrt, 

©inb ®ornen, bic oft tief bag §erj oermunben. 

2. ©rben joljn. 

5Rte fann ©enup nodj SReidjtljum nitd^ begliicfen, 

Dtyn' ^freunb, ber tljeilt mit mir beg Sebeng $reuben ; 
3ldcin genop' idj pc flitr §alfte nur. 

0 t^eile mir ber gteunbfdjaft SRofe ju ! 
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©n ge 1. 

®ie greunbfdjaft i\t ein fdjagengroertljeg @ut ! 

@3 jet ®ir ntc^t oerfagt ! ®od) mo ber ^reunb, 

®e& ®reu in ®rttbfal fid) bemaljrt l)ienteben ? 

®ie Siebe mo, bie feine ®rennung fennet ? 

3. ©rbenfoljn. 

®eg SBeidjtljumg 9tof id) nid)t oer(d)mal)', nod} aud) 
®er maljren greunbfd)aft ©IM ; bod) bitte, fd)ent' 

Slug ®einer SRofenfftlT bic brittc mir ! 

©eroaljre mir bcr 3ugenb 9lofen, fo 

®cg Sebeng grilling auf bie SBangen malet ! 

Safe nid)t be^ Sllterg ©d)nee mein §au pt bebecfen ! 

®eg ®obeg fatte $anb menb' gnabig ab ! 

6 n g e I. 

®u tl}5rid)t ©rbenfinb, — ®ein SBunfd} fann nimmer 
©rfiiHet merben : ein ©efefc ljat ©r 
©egeben ; nimmer mirb ©r'g iiberfdjreiten, 

©g ift bag fd)recfUd)e ©ejefc beg ®obeg. 

4 . ©rbenfofjn* 

®eg ©olbeg falser ©lang mein Slug' nid)t blenbet, 
9?od) mbdjte im ©ergniigengs®aumel id) 

®eg ?ebeng Srafte nufclog fdjminben (affen ; 

©ern fleig l)tnab id) in bie fiil)le ©ruft, 

©o ntir bag felige ©emujjtfein bleibt, 

®afj auf bent Stajenfyitgel mir erbltil)e 
®eg SRu^meg 9?of' a(g ®id)ter ober £elb ! 

©ngel. 

2Bie ®unft unb 9taud) oerfleudjt bie eitle ©tyre, 

3roar foO bie Sofe, bie ®u fud)ft, ®ir merben : 

©alb aber mirb entbldttem fte ber ©tutm 
®er gottlid)en ©eredjtigfeit, meil ®u 
©eraubt bem ©djopfer, mag nur il)m gebiiljrt, 
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®ie ©fyre. — 9?oc!) ein Slbawgjobn fid^ naljt 
93eljenben ©djritteg. ©ag' mtr ®eine SBafyl ! 

5, ©rbenfofyn. 

®ie SB afy, 0 g uter ©ngel, ftefyt bet ®ir. 

®en ©ngel ber SJorjefyung fiefyt in ®ir 
2Rein glaubig Slug', nerefyrt mein glaubig §erj. 

© n g e l. 

®a glaubig ®u bie SQBa^l mir uberlaffefi, 

§or', mag id) ®ir in ©otteg 9?amen fiinbe : 

®ie SRofen, bie ben ©rbenfinbern blitfyen, 

©ie merben nie ®ein ebel ©efynen ftitten ; 

®rum brec!)' non biefen SRofen id) ®ir feine. 

®rei 4?immeterofen futb befd^ieben ®ir. 

“Beatus homo qui invenit sapientiam et 
qui affluit prudentia : Melior est acquisitio 
ejus negotiatione argenti, et auri primi et 
purissimi fructus ejus. Prov. III. 13. 14. 

„©liufje(ig ber 2Renfd), ber bie SBetebeit 
finbet unb ®lugljeit in Stifle bat. 3fj* 

©eminn ift beffer ate ber $anbel mit 
©ilber, unb tyre gritty te ftnb beffer ate 
bag befte, feinfte ©olb." Spr. III. 13. 14. 

®eg ipodjften fyeil'ger SBitfe ift, baf$ ®ir 
3m fdfjonften ©arten feiner emigen ©tabt 
®er mafyven SBetebeit 9tofe ftty entfalte, 

3m 2Roofe ber SSeftyeibenljeit Detyiitfet. — 

®er greubentyrane ©lanj oerraty beg $ergeng 
SSerborg'nen SBunfc!). — ®b' fie bem Sing' entperlet, 
2Rag fte jur SBe^mut^gt^rane ftty geftalten. 

“In igne probatur aurum et argentum, 
homines vero receptibiles in camino 
humiliationis. Ecclus. II. 5. 


Digitized by VjOOQle 




26 


FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY. 


„©ilber urtb © o 1 b ®irb burdj'3 ^euer geprttft ; 
bie Sieblinge ©otteS aber im Dfen bcr 
gung." Sir. 2* 5. 

©8 toartet ®ein bic rotfye ?eiben§rofe. 

®a8 nrilbe ®orngejtrupp bcr ncucn SBelt, 

©olumbia'8 go!b* unb elenbreidjer ©oben 
3ft ®tr gum SlrbeitSfelbe angetrtefen, 

®em iperrn gu toinnen, ®ie bie hunger einji, 

®cr ©eelen met unb fdjon ol)n' adc§ 9Raaj$. 

5. ©rbenfoljn. 

Unb gang affetn foil id) ben ©turmeSroogen 
®e3 meiten DgeanS mid) anoertrauen ? 

Slflctn bic unbefannten ‘JJfabe manbeln. 

®te $ii§e rifeenb an ben ®orncn ttrnnb ? 

6 n g c I. 

9?id)t bod) mein ©oI)n ; bafttr bat ©ott gejorgt. — 

“Amico fideli nulla est comparatio 

et non est digna ponderatio auri et 

argenti contra bonitatem fidei illius.” Ecclus VI. 15* 

„9Wit einem trenen greunbe ift nid)t§ gu 
t>ergleid)en ; unb ber SBertb fetner ®reue 
miegt © ol b unb ©ilbcr auf." Sir. 6. 15* 

©in fo(d)er $teunb ift ®ir 00 m iperrn befd)eert, 

@r tbeir bie £eiben ®ein, foroie bie $reuben, 

©ei ©tiige ®ir unb ®roft in'§ ©reifen-SUtcr. 

“Astitit regina a dexteris tuis in vestitu 
DEAURATO.” Ps. XLIV. 10. 

„®ie ®onigin fte^t gu ®ciner fRcc^tcn im 
g o I b e n c n ®Ieibe." Ps. 44.— 10. 

3m frunben Sanb' b at ®tt gur ©raut erforen 
®er §err bie $ird)e fein im ©olbgeioanb, 

®er ®u nad) ipetlanbS ©orbilb foOeft merben 
©in ©lut* unb ©d)mergen3brautigam. 
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5. ©rbenfofyn. 

SEBie lieblid) 

©rtont ba$ SEBort Don jener fytytn 33raut, 

$ie tneine erfte, eing'ge Siebe fei ! 

®or 93tut unb ©djmergen a & er grout bem §ergen, 
$a§ i a gur greub' urjprung(id) ift gefdjaffen. 

6 n g c l. 

3ur greube mofyl, bodj erjt burdj ?eib erreidjt, 
feiner ©djijpfung fyofyeS 3iel. 

5. ©rbenfofyn. 

Unb menn 

95om $orn bcr SeibenSrof gerftodjen ift 
®a§ arme §erg ; gibte feinen Salfam banit, 

®er §eilung in bie SEBunbe fufytenb trdufte ? 

©ngel. . 

2Rir fdjien, ate ob erfafeteft ®u ba§ SEBort 
9?on jener 93raut im ©otbgemanb. 9Jun ftejj' 
Sim ®rau*9lltar fte reidjt ate fyeilig ^5fanb 
$er Sreue unoerlefct ber s Jtofen britte, 

®ie Rosa Mystica ber ^rieftertoeifye, 

33om ©nabenborn auf ©olgatfja begoffen. 

2BiH fiirber nicf^t bie ,3ufunft ®ir entfyiiflen, 

33leib' treu ber angetoief’nen 93a^n. Sebtooljl ! 
Sluf SEBieberfefyn ! 

3a, mieberje^en toerb' 

3$ $icfy, ®u auSerlefen Slbantefinb ! 

Sty' $eine§ 2eben§ ©onne golben finfet 
SEBirb eine felt'ne Slofe ©ott ®ir roeifyen, 

2Beil irbifdje fyocfyfyergig ®u oerfdjmafyt. 
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dimmer barf bed ©eifted 9Beb'n 
$er ©rtoablte toieberftebn. 

9Ud ben 9tuf oorn SBeften fern 
6r oernabnt, ba folgt er gem. 

2Rit bem greunbe ipanb in §anb 
3ie^t er in bad feme Sanb. 

SBeit meg non bem jnngen ffipin 
93ont beru^mten ©nabenfdbrein, 

9Bo oom unb ©piitrotb glanjt 
9tingd bie 9Upe eidbefranjt : 

SKutter §eimat^ nun abe, 

£)b bad ©djeiben l^ue meb ! 

3Bo bie SRotbbaut friegt unb jagt, 

9Bo ber Urmatb rieftg ragt, 

$a auf roeiten SBujtenei'n 
barren reidje ©rnten mein ; 

•IRutter, in 9ttaria'd §ut 
Sag id) $icb ; fie ^utet gut. 

93 a r ! e r o l e. $ ie SBinbe toeben, bad SRuber f narrt 
®ie ©egel blaben fid} fdjon gur ga^rt 
D macbe mir Madonne, ber ©nabenmilbe noil 
£) Sanb ber ftitlen 9Bonne, o §eimat fa^re mobM 
D ipeimat fafyre roo^I ! 

Selections — Gounod’s Opera, - Ketterer and Durand 

TABLEAU VIVANT. 

®Hrfuu0dfrcid. 

groblocfe, iaud^e §immel unb @rbe ! 

©efommen ift bie gutte nun ber ,3ett, 

Hud ©otted SKunb erfcbatlt ein neued 9Berbe, 
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Srtont ein Fiat ber Sarmfyeraigfeit. 

Ser SBurgel 3# ift ein gtoeig entfproffen, 

Unb Rosa Mystica, ^efd^aut Don gem 
Sereinft, bie Sturne Ijolb, bie ftd} erjdjloffen, 

Sie Stume, auf ber rufyt ber ©eift beg £errn. 

@8 fam ber Sag, ber afler SBelt Serlangen, 

Sen 3lbrafyatn im ©eift frofjfocfenb fieljt, 

Sag ipeil, bem ©imeon unb Slnna fangen 
3fyr nte oerfyaflenb fjefyreg Sircfyenfteb, — 

9Ug in bem 0pferfeIdj ber Stof gemei^et 
gur ©iiljne toarb bte ^erle unfcfydfcbar, 

2l(g Sie 00 m £errn fo fyodj gebenebeiet, 

3m Sempel bradjt ben ©rftgebor'nen bar. 

„Saf$ iperr tm grteben Seinen Siener fdjeiben, 

Sa meine 2lugen f)ier nodj fafj’n Sein <peit, 

Sie ©tyre gfaetg, bag ?idjt ber §eiben, 

Ser SBett Serlangen, ber ©ered)ten Sfyeit !" 

©0 tont eg aug beg greifen ©e^erg 2Wunbe 
Setrn erften, nmrb'gen 0ffertorium ; 

0 ber erfyab'nen fef gen 2Beiljeftunbe 
Seg neuen Sunbg im atten §ei(igt^um ! 

0 Rosa Mystica, gebenebeite, 

Su ^liefterin ait ®otteg ipodjaltar ! 

Sein b^ilig 9?edjt iibt aug ber s J?eugemeif)te, 

Ser jitternb bringt fein erfteg 0pfer bar. 

0 Rosa Mystica ber ‘Jkiefterroeifye, 

Sie uber ©nget felbft ben ©taub erljebt ! 

SBag ift ber SWenfdj, bafc ifjnt ber §err oerleifje 
©ernalt, oor ber ja fetbft ber ©erapl) bebt ? — 

0 Sircfye ©otteg ! Sraut im ©ternenfranje ! 

Sent gangling 2Bofyt ! ber fid^ mit Sir oermdfylt. 
Su ftrableft enriglid) im gugenbglange, 

9Ber Sidj erfor, fyat roafyrlidj gut gemdljlt. 

Sir ^3riefter §ei( ! am brdutiidjen VUtare, 


Digitized by CjOOQie 



30 


FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY. 


©ie Sontgin gu ©einer SRectyten jtonb ; 

©either oerfloffen fiinfaig SebenSjatyre, 

Unb nun crbUcffl ®u fic tm ©olbgetoanb. . 

Duett —Pianos, - C. M. von Weber. 

<$ngc(. 

®ie Stofen, bie nor rnetyr ate fiinfeig Safjren 
®em Sunglinge non ©ott oertyeifcen morben, 

©ie fdtymucfen nun ben fttbertyaar'nen ©rete. 

©ar ^errlicb tyat niit ityren fiinfeig Slattern 
©ie 9?o|'e feine3 prieftertictyen 2lmte8 
©ntfaltet ficty, benefct non Skiben^atyren. 

2Bie jebe§ Siatt, itn ©tyau ber ©nabe fctyimmernb, 

®en ©uft ber ©ugenb, be3 SerbienfteS tyauctyt ! 

2Ba3 etyebent nacty em'ger Sktetyeit ^Ibftd^t 
Serborgen ityrn — ber $eiten SBeflen fpiitten 
@3 an ba§ 9Kit jebent Satyr ficty ntetyrt 

©er 9tofe ©tang, oerbreitet toeiter ficty 
Styr fu&er SBotytgeructy nacty 9?orb unb 2Beft 
Unb ©iib unb Dft — gur ©iebentyligel ^ ©tabt ; 

®en ©teCfoertreter ©tyrifti fetbft erfreuenb. 

2Bte er bie Rosa Mystica, bie (titt 
Snt SEtyal gebliityt, ertyebt, ber Seber gteicty 
©e§ ?tbanon ! ©er 9?ofe neue $ierbe, 

®em ^Priefter neue SBiirbe $apft ©regor 
Serteityt ; bie Mitra unb ber ^irtenftab 
©er 3?ofe fiinfgetynf Statt gar tyerrticty fctyntiicfen ! 

0 buftenb Statt ber fetigften ©rinn'rung 
Siir ©aujenb, aber ©aufenb, bie in ©hr, 

^odtyrotirbigfter, nod fiinf unb breigig Satyr 
©en treuen Stfctyof ityrer ©eeten etyren. 

Excelsior ! S« lictytern $otyen nodty 
©ott gtangen ©eine Rosa Mystica ! 
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©iefy ba beg SRofenmonatg brtttcr Dag, 

Deg ^aljreg Hcfytgefynfjuubert ftinf unb fiebgig 
3n ,3iigen unoertilgbar eingraoirt ! 

Der lag, ba ‘JJiug Weunter unoergeglidj — 

Dir iiberfenbete bag Pallium, 

Dag Did> erfyob gum mddjt'gen ®irdjenfurften. 

•Jiodj fatten in beg ©olfeg §ergen mieber 
Deg fdjonen Dageg nolle g^ubenflange, 

$ln betn mir Didj alg ©rgbifdfyof begriigt. 

3$r funfgtg ©latter biefer ©Junberrofc, 

Die mandjeg §erg mil ifjrem Duft erquieft ! 

D, bag if)x fiinfgig ©latter ^ungen ^&ttct ! 
©erfiinben fotttet ifyr ben 9tu^m beg 9Kanneg, 

Den ©ott gepriift mie ©olb unb feiner mertb 
©efunben. ®iinben audj ben 3? ufjm beg ^reunbeg, 
Der treulidj ifjm big jefct gur ©eite ftanb, 

Der mit tfym tfyeilt beg fyeut'gen Dageg ^cicr. 

2Bogu in SBorte fleiben, mag bie ©Belt 

9flit 9lugen fie^t? Die ^Jriefterfd^aar mag reben, 

Dag banferfiittte ©olf, bie ©ottegfyaufer, 

Die £el)r=?lnftalten unb bie $loftermauern, 

©ie mogen 3eugnig geben biefen 3ftdnnern, 

Unb bereit SBirfen. ©fyr' mem ©tyr' gebli^rt ! 

©0 fjieg eg bci ben ©riedjen fdjon unb Stomern. 
©iefj' ! mie fie urn ben ?orbe$r eifrig ringen 
Unb urn bie ©iegegpalme tnutljig fdmpfen ! 

Siefy' mie ber ®rang non ©idjenlaub bie ©tirn 
Deg ©blen fdjmitcfet ! 2ludj bie ^Jadjmelt mugte 
9?id)t minber bag ©erbienft gu fdjdfcen. 3^ e ' 
©Ber fann, bie Drbengftern' unb ©Ijrentitel, 

Die 3tirften=Danfbarfeit bem §elb nerleifjt ! 

Dod) unter biefen ©Ijrengeidjen ©inem 
Der ©orgug rnoljl gebiifyrt : ber golb'nen 5Rofe, 
©emeiljt nom §eif gen ©ater unb gemibmet 
Den Sftrften, bie burdj Dreue ftd) im Sampf 
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3&r ©otteg unb ber ®trdbe SRcd^t bemabrt. 

©egonnet fet'n ben ^iirften tbre 9?ofen, 

®ie golbenen. 3>etn Slug', ipodjroftrbigfter, 

©tcb ntdjt an ©olbeg ©lanj ergofct ; bein ©treben 
©leidb ©anct 3obanneg fu^nem Slblerflug 
SBeit bo^er jieiet, nadj ber ©ottbeit ©cboofc ; 

©ie mar $etn Ib«l non 3ugenb auf ; brum foil, 

•Jlacbbem beg Sebeng ©ilberfdjnur gerreiget 
Unb ficb bte golb'ne ©tnbe (oft, — $etn &bn, 

2) etn erntger, bte ^Jerle fetn, bte fid) 

3m ®eH) ber Rosa Mystica geopfert. 

$te ©ottbeit, bte $u mit gemeibten §dnben 
3u taufenb 2Ral ber ©ottbeit bargebracbt ; 

®te golbne Stef', bte nn^ftifc^e, ntmnt bin, 

$ocbrourbtgfter, gur golb'nen ^ubclfctcr, 

$te golb'ne 9toJ' ntit ibren fiinfeig ©(cittern, 

©on ©otteg ©orjebung ®tr perfannt, 

Unb &ir im ^immelggarten aufbemabrt. 

3) en SEBunfdb augleidj nimnt bin, ^ocbrourbtgfter, 

$afc, ung gum £ro(b gur nocb mandjeg ©latt 

®er 9tofe ®etn fid) reibe an. 

“Ut probatio vestrae fidei multo pretiosor 

auro (quod per ignem probatur) 

inveniatur in laudem et gloriam et 

honorem in revelatione Jesu Christi”. I. Petr. I. y 

„®amit bte ^riifung ©ureg ©laubeng 
oiel fofHidjer alg burcb $euer erprobteg 
© o I b erf unben merbe gum Sobe unb ^retfe 
unb gur ©bre &*i ter ©rfdjeinung 3efu ©brifti*" 

I. ^etr. I. 7. 
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Chorus, ------ Prof. Singe nberger 

Quot Deum affectibus 
Cor tuum magnificat 
Qui te tot effectibus 
Gratiae laetificat. 

Dicis : Deo Gratias ! 

Dicis: Laudo Te Deum! 

Calice qui satias 

Tam praeclaro cor meum. 

Cui tu a puero jam 
Obedisti genio * 

Per virtutis semitam 
Hoc te ornat senio. 

Defuere non tibi 
Poenae rosae rubeae 
Albae neque gaudii 
Florent nunc et aureae. 

Quae in calice tuo 
Decern lustra pistica 
Arsit rosa, denuo 
Beet Rosa Mystica ! 
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CONGRATULATIONS 

0 F 

St. Mary’s Convent Day Pupils. 

To the temple of Sion, in splendor profuse, 

Far surpassing in richness the Orient’s climes, 

In the robes of sweet virginal beauty arrayed, 

Comes pure Mary, the “ Lily of Israel’s ” times. 

In her arms gently bearing a sweet smiling Babe, 

With St. Joseph she kneels in humility low, 

And there offers to Heaven the Father’s own Son, 

Whose wisdom directs all events here below. 

Full of wonder and love, holy Simeon draws near; 

Trembling words float like incense on soft summer air, 

As he clasps to his bosom the true Son of God, 

And returns to the Father a most fervent pray’r. 

His eye now beholdeth all Israel’s hope 
And the offering for man, yea, the sole worthy one ; 

The great Ruler of Nations rejects not the gift 
Which the Virginal Mother presents as her son. 

In a temple of God far away from our shore 

The same off ’ring was made, although differed the way, 

When Most Reverend Archbishop, whose name we revere, 
Performed Mary’s duty that thrice-blessed day. 
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Fifty years have elapsed since thy form was first robed 
With the garb sacerdotal the Church doth bestow, 

And with power of Apostles she thee did invest — 

Greatest power e’er attained by poor mortals below. 

The Red Man so savage, the forest’s sole lord, 

Sped o’er the blue waves in his birch-bark canoe, 

When across the broad breast of the foam-crested main, 

Thou didst bring to him principles holy and true. 

On the carpeted meadows, green woodlands, and vales, 
Where now points to the skies our Cathedral’s grand spire, 

There the Indian Braves with their followers dwelt, 

And their war-dance performed round their bright council fire. 

But the hand of the Saviour, through many a strife, 

Led thee on, and all obstacles moved from thy way, 

And the waves of Lake Michigan sparkled with joy, 

When first dawned in Milwaukee thy entering day. 

The bright spring-time had come, and all nature was glad, 
While enhancing the beauty of mountains and glen ; 

In the Church was a season far grander than this, 

’Twas the month of St. Joseph, the meekest of men. 

With his feast came the crosier and mitre for thee, 

Blest ensigns of power we all hold so dear, 

For they made thee our Bishop, our Shepherd and Guide, 
When God sent thee kindly to dwell with us here. 

And beneath thy direction, so prudent and mild, 

Rose temples of God, and our dear lady’s shrine, 

Where deep tones of the organ in fullness resound, 

And the cloud-piercing prayer with music combines. 
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Then were schools, too, established and science* broad road 
Was opened to all who its course would pursue, 

In its dim-lettered volumes with pleasure to learn, 

Of its wonderful triumphs by principles true. 

The pure seraphs above, in life's closely-sealed book, 

Have recorded thy deeds in bright letters of gold ; 

And how happy the thought, although time doth conceal, 

At eternity’s dawn will its pages unfold ! 

Eighteen hundred and seventy-five, in its course, 

O'er the waves of the ocean brought honors to thee ; 

From the Chair of St. Peter the Pallium was sent 
That has made of Milwaukee an Archbishop's see. 

Many years hast thou labored with untiring zeal, 

Ever striving thy children on paths to retain, 

Where the flowers of knowledge in loveliness bloom, 

And diffuse rarest perfume o’er valley and plain. 

Eighteen hundred and fifty, when our loved Convent School 
Was beginning its course on the hill to pursue, 

Never failed thy kind aid, never wearied thy hand, 

’Till our dear Alma Mater stood open to view. 

And from all our Cream City’s Parochial schools, 

Many children are studying within the loved walls 

Of St. Mary's, where, gathering the rich fruits of lore, 

Their school days they finish in these classic halls. 

Even those who profess not the faith which we prize, 

Must acknowledge advantages gained by its sway; 

And although they embrace not the creed we hold dear, 

Yet they ever must reverence its bright cheering ray. 
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Then accept, Reverend Prelate, our most cordial thanks 
For the kindness bestowed us so many a year; 

While exists but a stone of our Convent school walls, 

Thy name shall be cherished, thy memory held dear. 

From the high court of Heaven may God’s choicest gifts 
Descend with the blessings of sweet peace and love ; 

May the pure, snowy wings of the angels surround, 

O’er thy silvery locks ever hover the Dove. 

May the hand of the Father, who reigneth on high, 

Yet preserve thee for years, us thy children to guide ; 

To strengthen our souls ’gainst the snares of the fiend, 

And teach them not follow sin’s treacherous tide. 

When at last, the dark days of thy pilgrimage o’er, 

And afar is seen gleaming the City of Gold, 

'May its portals of jasper be opened to thee, 

Our Most Reverend Archbishop, with all of thy fold. 

Oh ! when thou shalt enter that home of the blest, 

Where angels will bring thy bright crown unto thee, 

At the banquet thou ’It sit with the Saviour of men, 

And forever rejoice in — One Grand Jubilee ! 

Ella Pollard. 
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^armomfdje tlaugc nite ber genie. 


(Suer @rgbtfd)ofltcbe ©naben ! 

^ocbnritrbigfter, bocbguDerebrenbfter Dberfyirte ! 
Unfer er|ter 53ifc^of unb (Srgbtfd)of ! 

.'podjgefeierter .^rtefter 3ubi(ariu3 ! 

©o roett bie Sfunbe ®einer ^ubelfeier fief) nerbreitet 
©rtont ber $reitbenruf : Jpeil ©r^bifd^of ! ^riefter=3ubilar j 
2ln Milwaukee’s Stinbergratulanten tmr un§ rei^en. 

$3rtngen burcty ©cbu^engel §cinbe unjre ffiiinjcbe bar, 
3fti SBeretne nut unjern £ef)rerinnen 
®en ©djulfcbrocftern dc Notre Dame 
3oUen rcir and) unfre ^ulbigungen 
3ft ber ©djtoeftern, ©djttler s J?am' ! 

(Sngel an groetbunbertfiinfgtg 
Sontnien toon Calvaria fyer, 

$on ben £)etnen, bte $td) eljrcu, 

3)te $icb lieben, o fo Jeljr. 

©nabe mod' ber <pimmel fpenben ! 

SBurifdjt Kenosha’s treue ©djaar ; 

®ort breibunbert ®tnber flefjen 
$ur ®ein 2Bo^lfctn imnterbar. 
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Elm Grove’s ©djiiler toiinfdjeu efrieben, 
®cn bag ©Ijrijtftnb felbft gebracbt 
$unbert ©tintmen fid) oereinen 
3n ben ©ang ber ^et( ; gen 9?adbt 

Slug Sheboygan nab gmei^unbert - 
9lufen : §eil ! Srgbtfc^of §eil ! 

2Bir an ®etnent 3ubelfefte 
Wefytnen innigften Slntbeil. 

Sludb non Burlington ber bringet 
@in gnjeibunbertftiinm’ger ©Ijor : 

SBoUe ©ott @u’r ©naben fcbiifcen ! 
©c^aUt’g ^urn ^ptnimel bocb empor. 

Beaver Dam fcf^icft ©tuefegroiinfebe 
Sin groei^unbertfttnf^ig b*ut, 

Dem geliebten Dberbirten, 

Sllg Xribut ber ®anfbarfeit. 

Madison bat fd^oit gerounben 
®inen mpftijcben SSlumenfran^ 

Slug breibunbert Stnberpergen, 

3u erbob'n beg gefteg ©tan^ 

©ar befdjeiben jebiefet Brighton 
Slngebtnb : S$ergif$meinntcbt ; 
s Jfeun 3 ig ©ternlein tnotten beuten : 

2reu ber ®ircbe ! £reu ber s $flicbt ! 

^romnt Sanct Kilian bat erflebet ; 
©egen betn 3ubelfeft ; 
.'punbertbreifeig Sinber beten : 

©egen fur beg Sebeng 9ieft ! 
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Waterford and) gratuttrenb 
®d)tgig 2Biin(d)(ein brinqet bar : 

$eiterfeit, ©ejunbbeit, $reube, 
llnb nodj mete, oieie Satyr ! 

93on Port Washington Ijerunter : 
Jubilate ! ftodjfter $\xt ! 

2BoI)( breifjunbert Sinber fingen : 

Sljre Sbm, bem ©Ijr' 8*biil)rt ! 

Franklin mit ben (ieben Sleinen 
^unbertfunfunbgmangig gar : 

Sod) -DWroaufee’S erftem 93tfd^of ! 

§ent ber ‘priefter^ubttar ! 

9?un ber ©d)u&getft Saukville’s fommet 
?eget auf ben fteitaltar 
9?odj groeiljitnbert 2Biinfdje inntg 
SBringet ®tr 93erebvung bar. 

Jefferson mit Snaben, 9J?abd)en 
Sunbertfiinfgtg gratuttrt : 

*€>eit gur golb'nen Subelfeter ! 

SSioat unfer Dberljirt ! 

$aj$ Waria mode fd^i'i^eu 
©uer ©naben lanq nod) fyier : 

SBiinfdjt nut fjunbert ©ru§cn Wheatland ; 
SBtrb e§ munfeben fur unb fiir. 

$ludj Saint Francis Station fanbte 
©ed)gtgfa(ttg $anfgebiiljr : 

©ott beloljn' 3)etn eb(e3 ffitrfen, 

$u SCBi^confin'^ jd^onfte $ier ! 
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Waukesha entridjtet SJiinjdje 
(Sbenfo ber Stebe 3^0* 

£eut an ©einent ©Ijrentage 
ipunbertadj^tg fur ©ein ffiofjl. 

Watertown ncnnt ©einen tauten 
Wit Serefyrung, ©aufbarfett, 

Unb a(S Unterpfanb ber ?tebe 
©ir $tr>eil)unbevt Bergen roeipt. 

Oshkosh’ ©ngel bringt $erftarfung 
©urd) groeifyunbert ©timmen gafyt : 

©egne ©ott ben Dbcrfyirten 
Sunfcben treue ©djaftein aU\ 

Unb West Bend mit funfunbficb'ngtq, 

Sod'S rooty $orbebeutung fern ? 

SBitnfdjt be3 ©ag'3 ©iamaitten geiev 
^ubtlar ! nod) roerbe ©etn. 

$u3 ben §er^en ©einer ©djafletn roallen 
©iefe ©itnfdje tymntelrodrtS etnpor ; 

0 oerletl) bent ©ruft, ben Stnber bractyen 
§ulbt)od tyute etn genetgte§ 0fyr ! 

©etnen ©egen unS nodj fpenbe 
§eut gu btefe§ $efte£ @nbe. 

9?od)mal§ raufd/ etnpor 
^ubelnber geftdjor ! 

£eil ! @r$bifd)of ! ^itbtlar ! S>eil ©einem miityooflen ©treben ! 

§etl bent grofeen 2Betnberg ! §eil ben ^arten 9?eben ! 

Chant des Croates, - Chatterton 
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